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Placidly he bowed good-night to them both, and uas apparently
only anxious to get rid of them.
The Marquis, however, with his daughter clinging to his arm.
her white face and dark eyes looking wild and scared in the
candlelight, was seized with the devil's own malice.
"I met a crazy Oxford scholar, Geard," he said, "not so long
ago; who told me that he'd sooner commit murder than sleep in
this old place. He said that Merlin------"
''Stop, Father; stop! How can you be so cruel?"' cried Lady
Rachel, actually clapping her free hand over the man*s sneer-
ing mouth.
"Hee! Hee! Hee!" chuckled my Lord. "You wonrt have won
your bet with Will, your Worship, till Bellamy lets you out in
the morning! I'm to lock you in, Geard, I hope you understand?
And of course the turret-room will be bolted. They say that a
man, in the time of Edward the Fourth, spent the whole night out
there, on the Bridge of Sighs; and another fellow, only a hun-
dred years ago, was found------" but the girl pulled him hastily
and indignantly through the door.
"Good-night, Mr. Geard!" she called out, while the huge mass
of oaken boards, bound with hand-wrought iron, groaned as
it closed.
Bloody Johnny heard the iaint metallic clang, muffled and
muted, of the bolts being thrust into place. Then there ensued a
tremendous silence. He sat down again on his creaking scout bed
and surveyed King Mark's chamber. The tall candle, burning
steadily and brightly now on the refectory table, and the red
flames that were coining from a pile of wood on the hearth, served
to illumine the vast, shadowy expanse. The place was like the
interior of an early Norman church and it seemed to the Mayor
of Glastonbury that upon many of the enormous rafters above his
head there were obscure patches and blotches of what must once
have been painted scrolls. He walked to one of the arched win-
dows and gazed out into the night. It was too dark to see more
than the faintest outlines of the trees beneath him, hut at one spot
in the sky the wild-tossed racks of swift-blown clouds had thinned
a little, revealing a dim moon that looked sick and giddy; as if